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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Those two blue-white ones overhead, 
To put in my ears, 
And those two orange ones yonder 
To fasten on my shoe-buckles." 

A little further along the 'street 
A man squats stringing a brown guitar. 
The smoke of his cigarette curls round his hair, 
And he too is humming, but other words: 
"Think not that at your window I wait. 
New love is better, the old is turned to hate. 
Fate ! Fate ! All things pass away ; 
Life is forever, youth is but for a day. 
Love again if you may 

Before the golden moons are blown out of the sky 
And the crickets die. 
Babylon and Samarkand 
Are mud walls in a waste of sand." 



CLIFF DWELLING 

The canyon is heaped with stones and undergrowth. 
The heat that falls from the sky 
Beats at the walls, slides and reverberates 
Down in a wave of gray dust and white fire, 
Choking the breath and eyes. 
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Cliff Dwelling 



The ponies straggle and scramble 
Half way up, along the canyon wall. 
Their listless riders seldom lift 
A weary hand to guide their feet. 
Stones are loosened and clatter 
Down to the sun-baked depths. 

Nothing ever has lived here ; 
Nothing could ever live here : 
Two hawks, screaming and wheeling, 
Rouse a few eyes to look aloft. 

Boldly poised in a shelf of the stone, 
Tiny walls look down at us, 
Towers with little square windows. 

When we plod up to them, 
And dismounting fasten our horses, 
Suddenly a blue-gray flock of doves 
Bursts in a flutter of wings from the shadows. 

Shards of pots and shreds of straw, 
Empty brush-roofed rooms in darkness : 
And the sound of water tinkling — 
A clock that ticks the centuries off in silence. 
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